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ELSA,

Oh, the warld Is a-brim with the swootness of
BuUmmer;
The sk es wre doop Dlae, and the oarth is durk
MYeon;

But the woft Httle cheek of this procious new- |

aumer
Is donrer 1o me than all roses, | wien®

Thin soft lttle chook, lull to mine, 8o long
lonely,
Mudeos the workd aocm ns bright asif all wors
newsppude;

To bring it to beauaty, 1o watoh lest it fade, '

Lie close, little head, to the hewrt that you
Dghten !
Cling tost, Httle annd. to the
strong
Intortwine, Httle life,
Lirighton,
For the luve of you irings baok the sooret of
Ao |

hand you make

with the Hfe that you

O my bnhiy ! my baby | ther's much you must
teach mo;
Theve ure problems that only your dimplos
i molye:
And t s only through you thut the best good
ann resth mo,
And v 14 wiround you that my best thoughta
rovolve!

Ab, dear little feot! I must sit down below
Vg,

And tn. to unlearn ull my trouble nod pain.

For whnt 1a thore lett of my life 60t to show

}'. t'.’
My child, that bas made me tum chlid-like
[T
= Huward Glyndon, in Baldwin's Monthly,

-

STEP-MOTHER AND STEP-SON

A Story of Love, Jealousy, Ha-
tred, Revenge and Heroie
Self=Sacritice,

DBy the Authir of ** Dera Thar net YA Ivldge
of Love," AL War With Heeself,” » A
odelen Ivown,” ™ Which  Fowedd
Him Bt A Koss in
Thorma,” A A

CHAPTER L

| Larchton Mere were not entailed. .
| wina nlwayvs in the power of the head of |
For this st human flower 18 for me, and mo | the family to leave them as he wounld,

— —— - — — ————

Ross Lewin Camnor had some little ex. ‘ * I suppose it is childish.”
cuse for the frown on his dark, hand- | **but [ do not like to know that
some faoe mother's place 14 filled. 1 am afraid
His father, Sir Anstin Cumnor, of ‘
| Larchton Mere, wos almost the last de.
pseendant of the grand old race of Cum- | her name,
| nors,
| of Larchton gince the reignof James L. | The feeling is childish and unreason-
[ and, though frequently oYered s title, | able, perhaps. My father hal s per-
had nevor cared wo aceept it. They had | feet right to please himsell. 1 must
been quite content with the simplicity | try to conquer myself. At jeast, [ will
of their own untarnished name. Buat | receive her kindlv, 1 must .
Sir Austen differed from hisancestors | get that she is & woman—and a Iady.’

It will seem hard Lo me to

in this respect; and, when he was of- | So, when the enrringe stopped, he
fered n Baronetey for some politieal | went down 1o the hall door, His
gervice that he had rendered to Govern- | father was the first to descend, and
ment, he necepted it. The estates of | Ross hastened to him.  Alter the

It fashion of Englishmen, there was no
scene, no embracing; nothing but an

eager clasp of each hand told how de.
But, as a rule, they had passed t-itlmr‘

lighted they were to meet again.  The
from father to eldest son or from

son's heart went out to

| brother to brother. Sir Austen wus

quite at liberty, if he chose, to disin-
| herit his son and sell all his property;
| there was no one to say him nay or to
| interferes,

Sir Austen was a handsome, ncoom-
| plished man; and during his Conti-
[ nental tour he met and feil in love with
n Spanish heiress.  He married her and
they lived together in perfect happi-
ness. Inez de Luna loved her hand-
some English husband with all her
heart. One son -HRoss —~was born to
them; and then came the sorrow that
Llighted Sir Austen’s life.  His beauti-
ful young wife lingered out in the
woods one night while & hesvy mist
was falling, caunght a violent eold,
which settled en her lungs, and, in
spite of all that skill, love or money
could do, she died in less than six
months, lewing her little child Ross
l and her husband disconsolate,

her, and devoted himself 1o the boy.
When Ross went to Eton and Oxford,

in traveling up and down to see him:

| connected with his late wife's estate
took Sir Austen to Spain, by his desire
Ross remained at Larchton Mere,

“You will find plenty of ajn
and plenty of oceupation,’

handsome, genial father, and the

| father's to his handsome, eager, im-

usement | lay in them.
sn'd Sir | nand be lightly tounched her cheek with
Austen. **You will have hunting, shoot- | his lips.

petuous son. They stood together in
silence for a few moments; and then
Sir Austen said, gently:
bu"l"am glad to ses you nagain, my
'j'a\ml I, father—I am glad to sece
you."
Then came the sweet sound
woman's voice.
hastily.

of a
Sir Austen turned

I have brought quite n large family | mother.

home, Ross," he said,
welcome my tressures.”

A tall, graceful, superbly-dressed
woman approached them; and Sir Aus-

“Come und

| ten snid, in a tone of some emotion:

*“My dearest wife, let me inroduce
Lo vou my #on."

Ross looked at the veiled figure be-
fore him.
trailed on the ground,

speak, and he was almost siricken dumb
by the sight of her benutiiul ince, She

meek, amiahle expression that general-

{and, when business of some importance | 1y accompanies blue eves and golden

hair, this lady had & proud, determined
look; and he did not like the expres-
sion of her eyes—no tenderness or love
She raised her face to his,

Sir Austen looked on delight-

There nover was picture more daz- | ing and fishing, and the care of the es- | ed.

zling verhaps than that presented by

tute, It will tench you more than all

! “* When

“That is right,"* he said,

Lavchton Mere with its covering of | else to have the management of the | my wife and my son have learned tolove

snow. Snow beautities everything it
touches, but it changed Larchton into
“fairy-land,”" lying hke s bridal vel
over the fair earth. It was worth
traveling a hundred milesto see the ta'l
fire and Inrches streteh out their grand,
buare branches lnden with snow, to see
the holly-trees with their fair burdens
of scarlet borries and the soft. white
suow lying in the hollow of the glossy
reen leaves, to see the ginnt onks and
woeches, and the honr-frost like a net of
dolicate silver thrown over the hedges,
to see the grand, picturesque pile of
bullding ealied Larchton Mere, and the
broad sheet of water from which it took
its name, which was frozen over now
and lovked like a silver lake,

Over the beautiful  landseape the
moon was shining brightly, The mag-
nificent mansgion, with its picturesque
turrets, its grand sweep of terraces, and
its large oriel windows, stood out clear-
ly, the moon lighting up every line of
the delicate tracery round dbors and
windows, From the windows strenmed
floods of light: und, when the great hall
door opened 1o ndmit one or other of
the numerous visitors, there came forth
a warm, ruddy glow that was cheerful
and pleasant to see.

The mterior of the house was the
very ideal of comfort and luxury: the
entrance-hall with its lofty groined roof,
the magniticent suite of rooms that lay
on either side, the broad stairense with
its rich erimson carpets and whito
statues, the large and well-filled picture-
gallory, and the broad corridors upon
which the sleeping-rooms opened, were
all exquisitely decorated and brillinntly
lighted, while the air was fragrant with
the breath of flowers.

It was six o'clock on Christmns Eve;
and the sole occupant of the drawing-
room wis a very young and handsome
man, who looked far older than he real-
ly was, He was of lofty stature and
ruw«rfﬂl builid, with a certain

wed ease and earsless grace that he-
onme him well,  His lm;ull... well sut and
proudly carried, noble in shape and con-
tour, was crowned with olusters of dark
hair, At first sight he looked unlike an
Englishman, resembling one of those
dark, handsome Spaniards whom Velus-
quez has immortalized.  After a second

lance, one felt quite sure that he wis |

inglish, from the frank and bold ex-
pression of his face. His complexion
was dark, and s dark moustache shaded
a beautifullv-shaped mouth,

His character might be read in his |

handsome, high-bred face; he was

proud, generous, impulsive, impatient '

of control, frank, bold and independeont;
and,‘judging from the dark eves that
shone at times with dreamy splendor,
he was poetical and imaginative —per-
haps not the best-tempered of his race,
given to quick ebullitions of hot Hngrer,
forgotten a few moments afterwals,

but none the less sharp while they |

lasted. Ho possessed asimple, straight-
forward sense of honor that won every
one, i

He might have been forgiven some
impatience at that moment, for he had
much to try him,  His father was bring-
ing home & step-mother, and the young
man could not econceal his anger, |t

seemed o him unjust and unfair that o |

zirl shonld be brought into the very
hunrt of his home and put in his moth-
er's place.  His father had been happy
enough for twenty vears; why should
he bring a wife home now?
the young man’s annoyance, not only
was his tather bringing his new wife
home, but he had also arranced for the
usunl Christmas-party: and the son had
litle heart just then  either for receiv-
ing or entertaining guests. So that

well- |

To add to |

[ place in your own hands,”
| was woll pleased to be able to prove
his ability.
| Sir Austen had not thought of being
away longer than two months; bul in
this case the adage of **Man proposes”
| was verified. . Pussing through VParis on
his way to Spain, he staved a few davs
| with some old friends, Lord and Lady
 Sligo. At their house he met a beaa-
tiful Engiish girl, who, from the first

| her own.
Lady Sligo, clever and necomplished,
{and at the nge of twentv-six still un-
married.

the death of his

Austen knew what he was doing.

They were married at the English
Embussy. Lord and Lady Sligo, with
a host of fashionable friends, were
present. The
| on, because Hester declared the one
great desire of her lite was to visit
Spain.  Bot the fast was, Sir Austen
talked so much and 8o often of his son

moment she saw him, marked him for | time to wonder who she was. .
She waus o distant relative of | ten said, with a bright, happy smile:

murrinr“ was hurried | kindly affection.

 that she was afraid, if he once went |

away ifrom
' would prevent the masaringe.

And Ross | ea‘h other, my happiness will be com-

plete,

“Which son?" asked her ladyship,
langhingly, as she drew her rich furs
nm.{“vul\'vl.-a round her and hastened in-
to the hall, which was lined by servants
in the Cumnor livery,

Ross wondered just a little at her
words; and then he was standing face
to face with the loveliest girl he had
ever beheld —face to face before he had
Sir Aus-

- : y y rime him
that 1 shall hate the woman whe sits in | had wanted b, A tind e
her ehair, wears her jewels and takes | a strange, half-shy suspicion LHAS Iv. vk

The Camnors had been holders | hear my father use loving wordsto her. |

never for- |

his noble, | her.

it he wondered why Lady Cvrmnor
XYet b and | felt

not from any very kind motive, .
“Itis good to be at home again,
said Sr Austen, as he looked round
when he and his son had entered the
| house, *Since I left it, | have seen no

place half so fair." se ok
“You are looking well, sir,”" said
% 1 . i
| Ross, glancing at his father., Yoo

L]

scem at lenst gm years younger.''
| o lam very happy, Ross," replied
Sir Austen, putting his arm arounc his
'son’s neck. 1 loved your mother
Lwith all the love of my heart ; and,
when she died, I believed most honest.
ly that all the love, brightness u}ml
happiness of my life were buried with
For twenty long years | never
looked upon the face of a womsn lnf:.
with indifference. I lived only for you.

“ | know that,” said the young man,
with a deep sigh us he thought how
different it would all be now. _

“When 1 saw Hester," continued
Sir Austen, **it was to me as though
the sun had broken through a dark
cloud. 1loved her at once, Ross. 1
love her very much, but my matured
manhood's love is very diflerent from
the passionate love I had for your
A man never loves twice in a
life-time in the same [ashion ; however,
I love Hester and my little son very
dearly.”

They had

loved each other

opened one to the other, )
1 will tell you frankly, father,” said

| Ross, his handsome fuce growing pale

The costly velvets und furs | with emotion, ** that, when | first llvv:trd
She raised her | of this marrviaze, 1 did not Lke it—I
For twenty years Sir Austen monrned | veil hastily, as though she wished to | was not happy.

1 could not bear to
think of uny one else in my mother's
place. Bug, if you are so happy, I will

his father spent a great deal of his time | Was exquisitely fair: but, instead of the | try tolove her, w00.™

**That is like you, Ross. I never ex-
pected any ditliculties from you."

Then Ross laid one arm over his
father's shoulder.

“Iam not quite sure, sir,” he said,
“that I do not feel just alittle jealous of
this younger son of yours. [have always
been first. I am notsure how 1 shall
like & rival brother."

Sir Austen laughed; but his lips quiv-
ered with emotion,

“Youn will always be first with me,
Ross," he angwerad.  ** You know that.
The baby-brother ean never rival you.
Hark! Are those the Larchton bells?
How clearly we eap hear them! 1 take
it as a good augury that on the night I
bring my wife and baby-son home the
bells are ringing *Peace on earth.’
What & happy Christmas it is for me!
Ross, 1 feel quite voung again—as
though I were beginning life instead of
ending it. 1 can hardly believe that a

“I told

]ynu that 1 was bringing a
Inrge fami

v home, Ross. This is —I

Sir Austen, who had never | #m almost at a loss how to expla’n the
iven even a thought to the sex sipee | Felationship—let me say, my adopted

sloved wife, foll an | 98ughter Leam Dynevor.
ensy victim; and Hester Reyburn be- | tant .relzm\'e of your mulhgr. Ross. A
came Lady Cumnor almost before Sir | €0usin of your mother married un offi-

She is a dis-

cer in the Epglish army. They are
both dead, snd have left the child to
me,"”

Ross' heart went out to her in simple,
He worshipped his
mother's memory 80 reverently that any
one belonging to her would be welcome
to him.

Sir Austen went on:

“If Leam is my adopted danghter,

Paris without her, Ross she must be vour sister, Ross.”
In her |

**1 shall be very pleased to welcome

| bland, amiable way she had contrived to | a sister,” he said, frankly.
obtain every informat on from Sir Aus- |

As he had kissed Lady Cumnor, he |
She knew that, although his title | bent down to kiss the sweet fuve; and

must descend to his son, his estates | that Kiss sealed the gicl's fate,

werenot entailed, and that, if he chose to
o 8o, he eould leave them to her:; and
she resolved that he should at least
give her the greatest share of them,

[
|

*You are very kind to me,” she suid,

ntly; and then she hurried on after
ady Cumnor,

“The introductions be

must over

| She tlked to him continually about | now," said Ross to his father, with a
this son of his who so strongly re- | smile: but Sir Austen laughed gaily.

sembled his beantilul Spanish mother;

** Not vet, Ross, Oneof the most im-

and in her heart even then she was | portant hasto come yet."

jenlous of him., Sir Austen beliaved it

To Ross' surprise, he saw that there

was her kindly interest in all that con- I was # second carriage at the door.

cerned him which made her ask so
many questions; and he was delighted
to give her every detail about the boy
—his feats in the hunting field and with
the gun, his skill in all manly sports
and the fine arts, his polished manners
and graceful beaving,  ‘The father
spoke from the depth. of his heart, for
his son was to him the very apple of
his eve. Hester knew by her own keen
instinet that all would be lost for her if
father and son met before her mar.
ringe.  Therefore she affeoted a great

chivalry and romance,” she sail.
have always longed to see it."

Of course, Sir Austen could say
nothing less than that her wish should
be gratitied; and, as they were en-

ol

'5:litl.\‘ml wounld be so Ill"ﬂ..‘il‘\l.

|

gaged, it was hardly worth while to de- ]

[1er the marriage until he eame back
from Spain. It was just a little against
his better judgment that he married
hastily. He did not ask his son over to
the wedding.  Lady Sligo told him it
would bo mueh better not to do so.

At would be awkward,”! she said,
*for a young beide like Hestor to have
A grown-up son at her marriage, and,
of course, Hester must be consulted
first,*

So Bir Austen mercly wrote to his
son to tell him of the great impending
change, and that his journey woull be
prolonged,

They had been awav fifteen months
when this Christmas Evo came round:
and Ross, in  complisnee  with his
futher's wish, had invited some of his
old friends to meet him on his retwn.

Dinner had been ordeved for eight,
and the great ecloek had stuek  the
hour of seven when Ross first heard
the sound of approasching wheels, Heo
rose hastily from his chair, and sought
comfort by pacing up and down the
| roon.

From it, now that the first had driven
away, descended a portly woman ear-
rying in her arms something carefully
wrapped up,

“*Now, Ross,” cried Sir Austen,
*see—now for my grand surprise! |
have not only brouzht yvou home a
mother and a sister, but alittle brother,
How proud [ am to show my little son
to my big ope!”

Ross drew back in astonishment,

“You did not tell me, father, that

: | you had unother son.”
desire to go to Spain, “ the land ot

*No," langhed Sir Ansten; 1 kept
it for you us a grand surprise. Hester
bat1] vou
are, [ am sure,
hair."

Ross bent over the child.

rosa-bud fuoe,

“*So this is my
said.

The babyv.eves opened in wonder to
fix themselves upon his face, and the
baby-lips relaxed into a faint smile that
won the voung man's heart.
stoaped down and Kissed the tiny face,
and the nurse ]I:L!-l*-l'll into the house
with the young under-nurse in
wike,

httle bhrother,” he

I not 2"
“You loo -llr‘[ll’i“f"l‘.‘
“1 nm surprised.
Camnor, but not the other two.’
“1 wanted to write and tell vou when

1

little Hugh was born ; but my wife said, | more than oneo thinking of the
No it would be a pleasant surprise tor whose face

you
50t is; but I would rather that
somoe ane hud written to tell me
it. I feol awkward. os
was something I could not nnderstand.
Are vou well pleased about it, fathep? "
“*Yos," he replied ; **J am, indeed,"

is

tall, strong, well-built man like you can
be my son.”

1 am very glad it is s0,”” said Ross.

* Have you done all I wish about the
invitations ' asked Sir Austen,

“Yes; but it seemed to me almost
strange that you shonll wish for a din-
ner-party on the first night of your com-
ing home, father.”

“If ever von marry, Ross,” said Sir
Austen, smiling, ** you will find that it
is not always a case of do ng just what
you like. It was Hester who suggested
it. She said thatin all probability we
should find a family-party very trving.
I did not ask her why,"”

*Her ladyship again! Why did she

say that, I wonder?” thought Ross.
“ One word more, sir,” e sa'd, ** he-

fore you go—just one word. Will yon
| tell me something about this besutiful
girl who you say is to be my sister?
Who is she?"

*Your mother had a cous'n, Junia
d"Altra,  who married Major John
Dynevor.  Major Dynevor had joine
ed the Carlists—I ‘cannot tell "you
why; and he was for some years
with them, After his death his
wife went to live in London. Before
she died she wrote to me. | never saw
her; but I had heard vour mother speak
of her; aud Junia asked me to take
charge of her daughter. The girl has
no fortune, and sheisnot a near relative:
but she shall be like a danghter to me
for your mother's sake. Her lndyship
wus very nice abont it: and the girl will
be & pleasant compamion for her.”

“Now | know of what she reminds
me!"" eried Ross, I have been puzzling

over it ever since | saw her face. Yon
know Ary S8cheffer's picture, *The
Christian Martyr'—the picture of u

young girl dead, foating down the river
with a light like an aureole round her
head "

“Yes, [know it well,” replicd Sir
Auston.

**She hasaface like that,” snid Ross,

Ross | how vou think | have manarod the e

her | and then we

about |
though there |

See, Ross, the littie | musingly.
one has her ladyship's fuce and golden |

*You ure quite right,” agreed his
father ; *‘and, so lar as § know her, she

The nurse is of the stull of which martyrs ave
raised the thick veil that hid the tiny | made,

Are all our old friends coming,
| Ross?" '
| “Yes, all of them, I believe," was
the answer,

* Mrs, Pivt and Lady Viola?

“Yes, I believe so. T have had no
refusals. [ shall be anvious to know

|

5=
tate duving vour absence, sir."!

“1 shall rest for a few days, Ross,
will have a lonr day

| for business.,

We shall hardly
I am tired: veot 1
think we did well to have our old friends

I expected Lady | ound us to-night.”

ather und son went to their respeot.-
rooms, and Ross found himself
girl
was like that of the early
Christisn  martyr tloating down the
dark waters of the Tiber.
LTO BE CONTINUED. ]
- . -

—Thoere is always room on top, "I'his
is especially so with a erowded strect
1 car. —Fhidlade e Chrondele-Heralid,

we

ho zm’.d;: “Then' said HRoss, with .!tih old |
myv | afféctionate manner. **so am L

PERSONAL AND LITERARY.

—Millais is engared upon a purlr:nit
| of Mr. Tennyson.

! The muan who wrote the libretto of
“Billeo ‘laylor' s o reporier on the
London &mics.

—Massrs, Gidbert and  Sullivan are
going to call their pew opern ** Pa.
tience' —the name of the dawymaid he-
roine.
| —Ramor has it that Miss Emma

Thursby, the uh:u'mil:g :\mo_rit‘n.n Can-
| tatrice, is ** engaged’’ to aGerman no-
bleman of immense wealth.

—Mprs, Julia Ward Howe thnks that
' every teacher threatened with a redup-
tion of salary sheuld become not only
a mlﬂ'rugi.-nl.'but an apostle of woman
suflrage.

~Some of Shakespeare’s plavs are to
be pertormed in London without scene-
ry, a8 in the olden time, the imagina-
tion of the aadience beibg startei in
the right direction by such plucards on
the pﬁun wall as A Room in Mace
beth's Castle” and ** A Wooded Dall*

The late Staphen N. Stockwell,
managing editor of the Boston Journal,
made public bequests amounting to
£135,000, divided among nine religious
and benevolent institntions.  He began
life as a compositor on the Worcester
Spy, and his lirst work on the Journal
was at the cnse,

—Mr. Benjamin Fiteh, of Buffalo, N.

very | ization Societ
much, these two men ; and their hearts | amounting to

: Now we must go: that is |
* [ have brought a family, Ross, have the first dinner-bell.
said Sir Austen, |ihl_:.:lllll,"l}‘. I have time to dress.

| islactory, -

Y., has just given to the Charity Organ-

of that ecity property
200,000, It igto be used
by Mr. Fitch's desire in founding and
maintaining an institution for the phys-
jeal, moral and iniellectual benelit of
the poor of Buifalo without distinetion
of creed or sex.

—Longfellow recently remarked ol
Hawthorne: “He was a shy man, and
exceadingly retined. It any one
thought he wrote with ease he should
have reen him as I have, sented at g
table with pen and paper belore him,
perfectly still, not wr ting a word. On
one oceasion he told me he had been
sitting so for hours waiting for &2 ine
spivation to write, meanwhile filled
with gloom and an almost apethetic
despair."”

—OQne night a byrly Englishman who
had the fa ulty of excitiug Carlyle to
frenzy by tulking about O'Connell,
called on him, and ater a little tulk
about the weather, at it they wont, It
was hot und heavy and a tierce and
merciless contest.  Tea put a brief stop
to it, but it soon began arain.  There
were several guests present and Mrs.
Carlyle put her foot on the English-
man &, imploring peace. He no sooner
felt the pressure than he screamed out:
“Why don’t you touch your hushand’
toe, Mrs. Carlyle? I amsure he is far
more to blame than I am.”  Thewhole
company burst out langhing, including
Carlyle himself, and tea was linished in
comparative tranquility.
— - -

HUMOROUS.

—Now that measles are prevalent,
mothers as well as astronomers are look-
ing for spots on the son —Harvard
Luampoon,

—Indians never drink to drown sor-
row. When they can get anivthing to
drink they have no sorrow to drown.—
Boslon Fost.

~—The tirst sign of spring is theshriek
of the housewite: “Wipa the mud off
your boots before you come in here.”
New Haven Register,

~=A true philosopher never argues.
He menually conclules that kLis oppo-

+

-

nent s an ass, and keeps hs mounth
shut. ~New York Commercial Adver-
wscr.

—An orange grove of twenty acres
costs about $10,000.  Now you can un-
derstand why the tra'n boy can’t possi-
bly sell last year's oringes, lined with
saw-dust, for less thanten cents apiace,
~ Burisngton kv ye,

—A woman may be so sick all the
winter that she can't wear
bonnet to church, but along towards
the middle of April she will manage to
crawl out of Ilctt tuen the house upside
down, and call it * spring cleaning," —
Norristown IHerald,

They bad been engared to be mar-
ried fifteen yours and still he had not
mustered np resolution enough to usk
her o name the happy day,  One even-
ing he called in o partienlarly spoony
frame of mind, wod usked her to sing
him something tender and  touching,
romething that would ““move™ him,
She sat down at the pano and sange:
“Darling, [ am growing old.” — Lireok-
lyn Kagle, '

—Bub's composition on the rhinoce-
ros: The rinozerus lives in Azher and
vou kant stick a pin in 'im cause hiz
werskit iz bilt ov ole stoves Wen a
rinozerus iz gonter be kild yu mus al-
wWize go up to him from be.ore so 2z
he'll kno somethin ov it an' try to'
make a place for a bullit 1o git in.” Hiz
noze is got & upper teeth that's got no
businez ware it iz and if a boy shood
set down on it he better sta plugd up
with the tooth r'els he'll be all won
pore.  1I'd rather be apolliwog it I waz
4 rinozerus, tho' Ispose if 1 wuz I
woodent.— Yonkers azelte,

- -
—Fuchsing in Summer. —Dr, Woleott
bad a lot of fuchsins planted nuder the
shade of a high apple tree, and all sum-
muor long they kept growine and bloom-
ing better than any I have scen in the
neighborhood.  Next to them ranks a
lot of fuchsias planted i front of an
east facing house on Garden street, in
o rather cool, shady placo, and where
they were freeiy. showered {rom the
hose on Summer evenings,  Fuchsia
gracilis and virgata boom freely with
us in sunuy exnosures, and are graceful
and prety, but as fuchsias the smallness
ol their blossows is a drawback totheir
favor. Most of the other tnehsins we
have tried in sunny ,Il:tu 25 are 1ot sate
Gardoner's

.U-.-u.’h-'y.

her new .

A

‘e




